rich Hindus and made handsome presents to the
Moslem poor.

It mattered not to him that the cities of the
Afghan border are always guarded by armed
police, and troops are within easy call. They
happen to be gay towns, too, in which the
innocent amusements of the citizens are not
interfered with. For instance, there is invariably
a serai for dancing-boys on the outskirts of the
bazaar. To such a serai one evening came a
troop of musicians, singing love lyrics and play-
ing the lyre. Behind them were four men,
carrying a sick man on a bed to the neighbouring
hospital. These men put their burden down
and paused a moment to watch the dance from
the doorway of the serai. Among the spectators
were also members of Multan* s tribe. But there
was nothing unusual in this fact, for the serai
was crowded every night. In the shadows who
would notice that Multan himself was there ?
Or that the end of his turban was tied across his
mouth, as is the Pathan custom when there is
killing afoot ? Then into the firelight stepped
Multan, and gave a signal. Forty of the spec-
tators ran quickly to the sick man by the door-
way, threw off the quilt, picked up forty rifles